>The chirps. They torture the ears.
>Screeches echoing inside the head.
>Wringing what rest was gained right out of the brain.
>Sleep is no longer a feasible option.
>Lincoln stirs from his dormancy.
>Hazier than a glass of sugar water.
>So half-asleep that he's blinking his eyes individually.
>Feeling an exposed chill where he shouldn't.
>Where's Bun-Bun?
>His eyelids crack open ever so slightly.
>Bracing himself from the searing brightness about to hit him like a bullet train to the retinas.
>Gotta be ready, he thinks to himself.

>Flickering his eyelids in the futile hopes that it would stop the rays of light from hurting weary eyes.
>He rapidly shakes his head to ease his pain, groaning softly in aggravation.
>Attempting to sit up to put himself together sends a sharp jolt of raw misery coursing through his stomach.
>Every muscle in his body is screaming like the anger of the earth were going to spill forth from them.
>The kind of pain you only earn through complete and utter exhaustion.
>The feeling that you ran a marathon before rolling your naked body over shattered glass.
>Two thoughts ran through Lincoln's head as he carefully uncrunched his stomach to lie back down.
>Why does everything hurt?
>And more importantly.
>What did I do last night?

>After a bracing breath, he manages to raise his head to survey his room.
>Touching his chin to his chest, he learns that at least he's in his room.
>Which for now that's good enough for him.
>His head turns begrudgingly to let him check on his alarm clock.
>Between blinks to take the weight off his eyelids, he's able to take a look the time.
>Noon on the dot. The perfect time to wake up on Saturday.

>His chest swells with a deep breath for the a new day.
>He stretches his arms out with a soft, satisfied groan. Balling his hands into fists as his arms extend as far as they can go.
>Too far, in fact.
>The knuckles on his hand lightly graze something. Something soft and warm.
>His hand pulls back like a bungee cord at the unexpected sensation.
>His entire startled body jumps to react to what was next to him.
>Lori lies still as stone next to him.
>Her eyes are glazed over. The red cracks outlining her irises like bloody canals.
>Yet she refuses to blink.

>With a startled yelp, he recoils his hands defensively to shield his face despite the pain in his biceps demanding he stop moving, shutting his eyes.
>Almost falling out of the bed in fear from cherry tapping his sister.
>"Lori! I'm sorry! Accident!"
>He flinched when he felt the bed's weight shift.
>But after a few tense seconds of nothing happening, he lowers his guard.
>He's convinced enough that Lori's not going to wrap his spine around his bedknob.

>Lori sits herself up; letting her eyelids fall. Giving her eyes some rest.
>Her sullen face sank into an even more dour grimace at the sight of Lincoln's shattered mirror.
>Her hair is a complete frazzled mess.
>Like she brushed it with a live grenade.
>Her makeup is even in worse shape; eye shadow running all the way down to her chin.
>Her lipstick is smeared all over her mouth and jaw like she dragged the lipstick across her face.
>She's got the covers pulled tight to her collar with one hand; allowing Lincoln a nice, clear view of her bare back.
>She's digging her fingers so hard into the linen her knuckles are going white.
>"Lori?"
>Lincoln's concern for his own safety shifted to concern for Lori's state of mind.
>"You okay?"
>He reaches an arm out to touch her bare arm.
>Her back arches sharply at his warm touch, like insects are crawling under her skin.

>It begins to dawn on Lincoln just how messy his room is.
>Lori's clothes are scattered haphazardly all over the floor.
>He balks at the sight of her panties laying on the carpet. Right next to his pajama pants and briefs.
>His pupils narrow when he realizes what that means.
>He peeks under his covers.
>He frantically covers himself immediately, face burning red.
>He is indeed going commando.
>And he has a lot of lipstick marks on his legs.
>And on Lincoln Jr.
>He catches a glimpse of Lori's leg while surveying himself; no sign of clothing on her hip.
>While trying to steady himself and slow his heartrate down, he glances at the strap of her bra resting loosely on his bedpost.
>He can barely catch his breath at how alarmingly naked he is.
>His pajama shirt's been unbuttoned and opened. There are also sloppy lipstick marks all over his chest.
>He feels a little sticky all over.
>Why?

>His groaning was her alarm. She knew he was waking up.
>She knew it was time to pay the piper.
>Accidentally touching her face with his fist was just the motivation for her to get up.
>Her feet drag her to the edge of the bed, taking the covers with her.
>Lincoln's left naked and is too confused to react to the surreal events unfolding before him.
>She sits at the edge of the bed, calmly wrapping the covers around herself like a toga.
>"Uh... mornin' Lori." Lincoln greeted her hesitantly, covering himself with his hands.
>He's too distracted to be embarrassed anymore.
>"Can you, uh, tell me why you're in my bed?"
>Not being able to see Lori's face makes him very careful withi his choice of words.
>You can't gauge someone's reaction from the back of their head.
>She attempts to sneak a wavering glance at Lincoln from the corner of her eye before retreating her gaze forward.
>She's not ready to look directly at him yet.
>He hears a deep breath come from her
>"Good morning, Lin--."
>Her voice is calm. Raspy and tired, but calm.
>But it cracked at his name.
>"Good morning."
>She hangs her head over her hands as they lay resting on her knees.
>"I've done something really bad."

>She doubles over to pick up the completely spent bottle of Scotch laying on the floor.
>Dearest of all her friends.
>She sees her reflection in the glass.
>"You just had to quit working on me" she whispers, contempt dripping from every word.
>She couldn't decide if she was talking to the bottle or her reflection.
>The tension rising in the air surrounds Lincoln; his exposed body beginning to shiver in the crisp morning air.
>He has to say something. Anything.
>"Well, what hap--"
>He sees his compound reflection in the shards of his shattered mirror.
>And the cracks in the dam holding his memories back finally give way.
>Rushing into him faster than he can bear.
>His stomach turns hard. Twisting a full ninety degrees as the humid images flood his mind.

>Lori was on top of him. 
>Weighing down on him.
>The palms of her hands pressing down on his shoulders as she rode him.
>The confusingly tender way she lifted his chin and made him look her in the eyes made it difficult to hold in his whimpering tears.
>She kissed him. Stroking his hair. Nibbling on his bottom lip.
>Smiling insidiously as she held his mouth closed, relishing in his muffled moans as she grinded as slow as she could to keep him from cumming.
>She put a finger over her mouth in a shushing motion, knowing that Lincoln had already lost awareness of his surroundings.
>With his mouth covered, he was breathing heavily out of his nose like a bull; his eyelids could barely stay up as his moans grew weaker.
>His mind was vacant.
>And she slowed down her grinding.

>Lincoln takes a deep, calming breath; the refreshing air cleansing his mind and body.
>After a few moments, he waddles over slowly to Lori.
>He hears her gasp quietly at his presence once his legs swing around to sit next to her.
>His feet dangle awkwardly over the side of the bed. 
>His hands hover over his crotch.
>"Did this bad thing that you did happen last night?" He asks lowly, almost a mumble; unsure if he should even ask.
>"You remember."
>Her hands grabbed at him all over.
>Her fingers dug into his lower back when she wrapped her lips around him.
>Moaning in satisfaction as she sucked him off like she was eating a fine meal.
>"I remember."
>The chirping outside echoes through the empty room.
>They share the same expression of vague distress staring out the window.
>Lori opens her mouth a few times, clamming up each time.
>She'd take a heavy swig of her Scotch if she had any.
>Lincoln gets up, tired of being naked.
>"Sooo..."
>He crouches to pick up his underwear.
>Lori attempts to avert her gaze. Not very hard, but she tries.
>She feels the skin around her nose swelter from seeing her lipstick on his legs as he slides his underwear up.
>"Are we gonna talk about this?"

>He notices that she's covering her face with one hand to avoid looking at his disrobed figure, red as a cherry.
>"C'mon, really?"
>She lowers her hand to meet his gaze.
>"NOW you're embarrassed?"
>He hands her panties back to her. She doesn't notice his heartbeat drumming through his entire body.
>He starts tidying up the room before she can say anything.
>Needs the distraction.
>Putting on his pajama pants for modesty.
>Trying to button up his shirt for warmth.
>His hand-coordination is shot. Shaking too much for him to get the buttons right.
>He can't get the images out of his head.
>What she did to him.
>It's getting worse.
>But he doesn't let Lori see.

>His chest starts to tighten around him.
>Every breath feels emptier and emptier.
>He's getting air in.
>But he can't breathe.
>Every flash of memory he recalls just make his stomach drop farther down.
>She held his wrists and dragged him to the edge of the bed.
>His heart was beating so fast.
>He was too shocked to resist as she opened her mouth.
>Erupting like a geyser while she wrapped her lips around the side of the shaft.
>At this point she was completely sober.
>She just didn't care.
>"Sorry about the mirror."

>Lincoln wasn't facing her when she said that.
>She didn't see his pupils narrowing from recalling that night.
>He turns, almost as an afterthought.
>"Wha, huh?"
>She makes confident eye-contact with the floor.
>Looking directly at him is impossible.
>"The mirror" she glances up, pointing at the mirror and immediately looking down again when she sees Lincoln still staring at her.
>"Oh."
>Her phone lay among the shards of glass on the carpet.
>She spiked it at the mirror while she was riding on top of him.
>And would've made a hole in the wall if it hadn't been there.
>"Ooohhhh..."
>He remembers now.
>She wasn't always on top.
>They took turns.
>Giving him sloppy kisses with a mouth full of scotch to keep him going.
>Getting him as drunk as her.
>She sat him down on his chair.
>Straddling him.
>Wiggling her hips to ease him in.
>Her sweet poison seeped into his lips.
>His hips started to move on their own.
>It felt too good to stop.
>Feeling her soft flesh wrap around him.
>Pulling away just enough to feel the tip kiss her labia before plunging back in.
>Rubbing and grinding slowly when he was all the way in.
>Slobbering all over his neck when he shot his head back in overwhelming pleasure.
>Then her phone vibrated.
>With a primal growl, she picked it up without even looking at the message and spiked it into the mirror.
>She wasn't aiming at anything in particular.

>He turns back to Lori with an uneasy smile on his face.
>"We can just say that was my fault."
>He was too late to stop himself from saying 'We'.
>Lori's pupils shrink.
>"How did no one hear us?"
>Lincoln looks at his closed door.
>"My room's naturally soundproofed. A bomb could go off in here and no one would know."
>He picks up her scattered clothes, carefully picking up underwear with his index finger and thumb.
>"You might want to get dressed."
>Neither can look each other in the eye in the the half hour that follows as Lori carelessly slaps her clothes on herself.

>"Lori, wait."
>Lori stops in her tracks.
>A half hour of uncomfortable silence let her work up the nerve to get up and leave.
>Her wrinkled shirt dangles loosely from her shoulder.
>"We're cool, right? Me and you and stuff? We're gonna be okay, right?"
>She keeps walking

>"Forget it." 
>He leaves his shirt open. 
>Cleans up the mess of mirror shards, dirty clothes, and messy sheets in his room as best he can. 
>Walks down the stairs, ignoring the open door to Lori's bedroom. 
>And the quiet sobbing he can hear within. 
>He sits down on the couch next to Luan and Leni, watching Luan's secret DVD of Lupin III. 
>And tries his best to act normal. 

>No one found out. 
>The broken mirror was explained as a game of catch gone horribly wrong. 
>The Scotch was replaced when Lori called in a favor from Luna, and by extension Chunk. 
>Bobby ended up with a broken nose and a few missing teeth from his night at the party. 
>The college girl had a boyfriend. 
>A big one. 
>Being laid out in the ICU all night with a minor concussion was bad enough. 
>Having a fistful of morphine pumped into his veins made it worse. 
>He texted Lori. 
>He called Lori. 
>Tearful, pleading apologies. 
>Slurred, spiteful rants. The frigid, controlling bitch. What the fuck color is puce anyway?
>Justifying himself...no. 
>Trying to justify himself. 
>Timid follow up messages. Sheepish apologies for the aformentioned rants.
>He's off his gourd. He can't help it.
>"Just...call me back, babe."
>"Let me know you're there."

>He fell asleep during one of his voicemails, weakly singing 'Should I Stay or Should I Go'
>A passing nurse hung up for Bobby when he saw the phone still on and in his hand. 
>"Fuckin' sad, bro."
>The sting of his shattered nostrils woke him as he breathed in.
>Instinct kicked in as the weight in his eyelids lifted.
>Check for messages. 
>Mom, dad, mom, Ronnie, Ronnie, Ronnie, Casval, mom again. 
>No Lori. 
>She's not there. 
>Anger. 
>Sorrow. 
>Resignation. 
>She's gone. 

>Anticlimactic as it sounds, there was no fallout from what Lori did. 
>No punishment for Lori. 
>Lincoln never told anyone what happened, and Lori never confessed to anyone. 
>A complete karma houdini. 
>The sisters perceived Lori as taking her break-up with Bobby much better than she used to during their innumerable break-ups in the past. 
>She maintained the outward image of business as usual. 
>The air of bossiness remained.
>But that confidence was only skin deep. 
>Choking back the very glimpse of Lincoln's white hair made her want to vomit. 
> Lincoln walking past her. 

>Lincoln, however, had a few days of outwardly withdrawn and erratic behavior.
>Flinching when Lynn went in for a hug after winning a soccer game. 
>Spending the entire weekend in his room. Presumably sleeping. With everyone assuming he's exhausted. 
>His eyes glazing over when Clyde inevitably gushed about Lori. 
>And then, just like that, he bounces right back to normalcy after just a few days.
>Back to enthusiastically embracing Lynn in celebration of a football win.
>Delivering some Luan's punchlines for her when she's about to tell a bad joke. 
>Helping Lisa soar like an eagle as he tossed her up in the air; listening to her manic giggles despite her claims that it was beneath her level of maturity. 
>And Lori can't understand it. 

>Why is he okay? Why isn't he freaking out like her? 
>Why is he normal? 
>Why won't he hate her? 
>He couldn't have forgotten. He couldn't have. 
>Is he just pretending to be okay? 
>Is his world falling apart inside as bad as hers is? 
>Is he 
>"Oh, hey Lori. Is laundry day early this week?" 

>Ejected from her thoughts.
>It's time, Lori. 
>He's holding a small hamper of dirty clothes, standing at the bottom of the stairs leading out of the basement. 
>Before she was just crouching over a laundry basket. 
>Now she's cowering. 
>Lincoln finds himself being increasingly unnerved by Lori's silence. 
>And her eerie stillness. 
>"Uhhh...Lori?" 
>He takes one cautious step forward. 
>"Lori? Are you--" 
>The sharp, hissing sound of Lori sucking in air through clenched teeth causes Lincoln to freeze in his tracks. 
>She bends herself to a standing position from her crouched huddle, jerking erratically as her legs are forced to cooperate. 
>She twists her body around, bracing her lower back against the washing machine. 
>She's standing her toes. 
>Still looking for a way out. 
>Her hands grasp the the edges of the washing machine top, fingers digging into the cold, shaking metal edges. 
>Her face in a perpetual flinch; defensively anticipating a punch to land on her jaw. 

>Lori opens her eyes. 
>Lincoln tries to step closer. Lori inches herself higher onto the washing machine. 
>"Lori, what's wrong?" 
>His words are going in one ear and out the other. 
>Lori's gone. 
>Her focus is divided between his distraught eyes and his delicate hands. 
>He's holding them out in front of him to assuage her fears. 
>To help her feel safe. 
>Her thoughts are a little different than his intentions. 
>They're so soft. 
>His little fingers are trembling. 
>She wants them to wring her neck. 
>"Just do it already" she whispers, shallow breaths barely escaping her. 
>Panic setting in. 
>What does she want? 
>Not even she knows. 
>"Just hit me." 
>Her hands grip the the washing machine even tighter. 
>"Just...make us even, Lincoln!" 
>Lincoln sees her looking at his hands in a complex combination of fear and impatience. 
>He raises his hands even higher, holding them next to his face. 
>"Lori, I'd never--!" 
>She's not having any of it. 
>"Do it! I can't keep doing this! I can't keep running! I can't stop thinking about that night!" 
>He sees something else in her eyes as she confesses her sins. 
>Relief. 

>"That night--?" 
>Oh, yeah. 
>Lincoln had almost entirely forgotten about it until now. 
>No. That's not true. 
>It had been in the back of his mind every day. 
>At first it was smoldering. Intensifying as he played it over in his head. 
>Those were the days were he was almost unresponsive. 
>Lori was grinding on top of him. 
>Giggling uncontrollably. 
>Ignoring his pleas for her to stop. 
>But the memory softened the more he thought more about it. 
>Lori was happy. She was smiling. 
>That blissful expression on her face was etched onto his mind. 
>And he didn't hate it. 
>After a few days, he accepted what had happened. 
>He had sex with his older sister. 
>And in his hindsight, he felt that it wasn't as bad as he initially thought. 
>He can admit to himself that it felt...good. 
>And on his more vulnerable nights he contemplates what it would be like. 
>If they were to do it again. 

>Lori falls to her knees, heaving. 
>Makeup running messily down her cheeks. 
>Snot running down her nose. 
>Shivering intensely. 
>She crumples into a panting ball on the floor. 
>Mumbling incoherently with her nose pressed against her knees. 
>And her arms wrapped around her ankles. 
>"Just do it." 
>Shuddering more wildly by the second. 
>"Fffuck's sake." 
>Her thoughts continue to blare and echo in her head. 
>Hurt me like I hurt you. 
>Just let me go back. 
>I want to stop myself from doing what I did. 
>I want to stop these confusing feelings I have about you. 
>Lincoln kneels on the floor, solemnly setting his hands over his thighs like a meditating monk. 
>"Lori, I..."
>He shakes his head, looking down at the floor to process Lori's bizzare transformation in demeanor.
>"I had no idea."

>Ronnie Anne was furious with him when he saw her the Monday following the 'incident'.
>Left him with a pretty bad Indian burn. 
>She assumed Lori dumped Bobby unfairly. Bobby, unsurprisingly, didn't want to talk about it. 
>She didn't know what really happened, but the grapvine got around. 
>She was quick to apologize once she learned what really went down. 
>And gave Bobby a stern talking to. 
>That burn on his arm was only skin-deep. 
>It healed with time. 
>Lori's ailment was much, much worse. 
>She lost the love of a man she wanted to spend the rest of her life with.
>And then she had done something completely unforgivable. 

>He stands up and slowly, carefully takes a few steps towards Lori. 
>Closing the short distance between them. 
>She senses his presence near her and tenses up. 
>He drapes himself over her, wrapping his arms around her to keep her warm from the cold tile floor. 
>The feeling of his small hands softly grasping her forearms. 
>She can feel his chest press against her back when he breathes in. 
>She winches when she feels his arms cradle her. 
>A few minutes pass as Lori calms down, slowly uncurling in her ball. 
>Accepting his embrace. Placing her hands over his. 
>They don't talk. Appreciating the silence.
>Other than the occasional sniffle and the washing machine doing its work, the basement is quiet. 
>Lori rolls over to embrace Lincoln. 
>Her stomach is still a coiling mess, but she felt safe enough to enjoy feeling him again. 

>She can feel him all over her. Tingling against her skin.
>His soft hair, faintly scented of their citrus shampoo.
>His delicate hands embracing her as best they can for a boy half her size.
>His cheek resting on her collar. 
>"You're not mad?" 
>"You said you were sorry." 
>"When?" 
>"The morning after...'that' happened." 
>A pit in her stomach demanded that she gulp to choke down the regret. 
>"And you...forgive me?"
>"Wouldn't be hugging you on this uncomfortable basement floor if I didn't, right?" 
>Lori puffs air out of her nose in amusement. 
>"I guess not." 
>Lincoln tilts his head to look up at Lori, his hair brushing lightly against her chin. 
>"I didn't know you were so freaked out about this, Lori." 
>He holds her a little tighter. 
>He's very close, and she notices. 
>They both notice. 
>Lincoln clears his throat. 
>"Ahem...You uh, could've talked to me, Lori. I wasn't mad." 
>Lori scoffs a little, moving her eyes away to avoid eye contact. 
>"I'm the older sister, Lincoln. I can't just start grovelling for forgiveness." 
>A short laugh escapes her nostrils. 
>"Especially for something this bad." 

>Lincoln's grasp tightens ever so slightly over her back. 
>Shivers course through her body like a wave with every touch of his tiny fingertips lightly pressing onto her back. 
>"Well, I accept your apology!" 
>He smiles cheerfully, confident that bygones will be bygones. 
>Looking into his blue eyes, she can feel her heart attempting to erupt from her chest cavity. 
>"So you don't need to avoid me anymore, Lori." 
>He happily presses his ear against her chest, hugging her tight. 
>She's tingling all over. 
>Thrilled to know he's not mad. 
>Overjoyed that he still loves her. 
>Feeling the need to rub her thighs together whenever she looked into his eyes.
>Contemplating her own self-conscious thoughts. 

>She could barely get a thought out of her head before another elbowed it's way in.
>Can he feel my heart literally drumming out of my chest? 
>Oh god, it's twitching. 
>Her eyes flicker in all directions, mulling over all of her options. 
>She wants to kiss him so badly. 
>She can't ignore his deep blue eyes.
>Or what they're doing for her. 
>"You can talk to me about anything." 
>Sliding his hand up her back, he pulls her a little closer to him. 
>"I'll never turn you away, sis." 
>With his free hand he takes hold of hers, pulling his face away from her chest so she can get a better look at his face. 
>And then he flashes that inspiring, bucktoothed grin of his. 
>"I promise." 
>From Lori's perspective, the ceiling lamp illuminates a halo behind his head. 
>Their fingers intertwine. 
>"Dammit, Lincoln." 
>Lori whispers. 
>"Don't do this to me." 

--------------------------------_______Continue Here________---------------------------------

>That reassuring smile of his faltered.
>Her grip on his hands thoughtlessly tightens.
>The laundry rumbles violently like the wrath of nature as it pulls itself together for the spin cycle.
>The old machine can't take any more.
>Neither can Lori. 
>Lincoln's hands instinctually move to free themselves from Lori's grasp.
>Hoping against hope that he heard her wrong.
>"Uh...what was that you said?" 
>The crack in his voice always seems to draw out the starved animal in her.
>"Lincoln..."
>Her voice was sing-songy. 
>Not a single care in the world as she nuzzled his neck.
>"You really shouldn't."
>Lincoln felt his nerves coiling up inside of his gut. The hand of anxiety clutching his intestines and twisting as hard as it could.
>Lori's leg was hooked tight around his, rubbing up and down as she continued to leave smeared lip gloss on his neck.
>He can't help be giggle.
>He's always been ticklish.
>"Lori, knock it off!"
>Lincoln can barely get a word out between his laughs.
>"You're acting all weird again!"
>She hears him.
>But she isn't listening.
>His giggles were encouraging her.
>He wasn't afraid.

>Bold, Lori. Very bold.
>She let go of his hands.
>Exploring under his shirt.
>His soft skin at her fingertips is a drug.
>"Alright, alright!"
>Lincoln holds onto her wrists, still struggling to hold back his giggles.
>"I get it, already!"
>He struggles to detach her from him.
>Wrestling with her wandering hands.
>Giving her some nudging motivation to stop feeling him up.
>Hard to get a word out when your spine's tingling.
>Velcro makes less noise.
>She snaps halfway out of her trance.
>But not enough to want to stop.
>He's starting to get cold from all the saliva on his collarbone.

>Lincoln finally gets enough leverage to pin her hands down next to her head.
>"Now will you--"
>His words get stuck in his throat.
>He finally gets a good look at Lori.
>She's a blank slate. Eyes half-lidded and looking right into him.
>Her mouth hangs agape as she softly gasps for air in anticipation.
>Her lip gloss smudged all around her lips.
>Lincoln's seen this before.
>She looks just like she did that night.
>Drunk.
>Drunk on her lust.

>She could easily overpower him if she wanted to.
>But she's just waiting on what his next move will be.
>Lincoln's eyes dart back and forth over what little of her body he can see without turning his head.
>The right shoulder strap of her tank top hangs haphazardly between her shoulder and upper arm.
>He can feel her pressing her chest against him.
>Her left leg slowly running up and down the back of his knee.
>He hears one of her shoes clatter on the floor.
>With her eyes still half-lidded, dominated by her eyeshadow, she shows that smug, knowing smile of hers.
>She whispers.
>"C'mon."
>He scowls, tilting his head from side to side.
>Futile protest to someone losing the will to resist. 
>An exasperated sigh escapes him before he leans in.
>"Fine."

>His first thought is that she tastes sweet without the alcohol stinking up her system.
>Like her usual lip gloss flavor. 
>Cherries.
>It was welcoming. Enticing.
>It drove him to turn up the intensity.
>The metal howl of the washing machine was barely enough to contain her very vocal gasps.
>Lincoln wasn't giving her an inch of breathing space.
>Pressing the buttons he learned.
>Exploiting the vulnerable spots that gave him some measure of leverage that night.
>
pressed his knee against the crotch of her pants.
>Shivering with delight when he lightly nibbled her earlobe.
>Urging him to continue with a contented, shuddering moan. 
>Lincoln reached a hand down her pants, giving her pecks all around her face to quiet her down. 
>He had no idea where to put his fingers.
>But her toes curling on the back of his leg told him he had a lucky guess.
>It gave him a feeling of satisfaction.
>Doing something just right.
>Like gut punching Bald Bull at that picture perfect moment.

>Her breath was hot and oppressive on his neck.
>The nerves running down his back sparked like swinging live wires as she burrowed her nose into his cheek.
>Her kisses were intoxicating. Clouding his brain in a thick turqoise fog as he felt her warmth press aggressively against him.
>His mind took a backseat.
>His body screamed in longing agony he didn't understand.
>Her legs felt like lit furnaces on at his fingertips, scalding him with every second he dragged his fingers down her hips.
>He unzipped his fly in a blind frenzy, vision tunnelling fiercely as his hands moved on their own.
>His chest tightened with every breath he took.
>Lori's hands gently tugged on his hips, grinding his jeans against her.
>Encouraging him.
>She loved his ragged breathing. His nervous curiosity.
>His quiet moans from his overly-sensitive body rubbing against her.
>He didn't know where to touch.
>And she didn't feel like telling.
>So he let his aching body do the driving.

>She guided him subtly with her hands when he was lost.
>But she let him figure out what to do on his own.
>He slowly pulled her shorts off, hesitating with every tug.
>Looking to her for approval to continue.
>She nodded without a word.
>They could feel each other's hearts beating as he slid her striped panties off of her.
>He never got a good look at it that night. 
>He didn't look too hard this time, either.
>Lori couldn't stop herself from yelping.
>Despite bracing herself in anticipation, it still caught her off guard.
>She put one hand over her mouth.
>And her other hand on his head.
>"Keep going!" she whispered.
>"Keep going..."